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my face, but watched with the corner of my eye. An impulse
stronger than awe, more relentless than fear, made me rise
softly, and follow the Vicar of the Great Ape. My steps
were softer than the footfalls of a panther approaching his
prey, yet I vaguely felt that the High Priest was aware of my
presence.

We reached a gate. He touched one of the totem poles
with the tip of his staff. The gate opened. He entered.
For a moment I wavered.

Did an invisible power press me forward, or was it Kalarba
himself who drew me as the sea draws the tiny stream that
cracks the heart of the mountain ?

I followed. Immediately, the gate closed, and behind
me the strange creatures uttered a shriek that sounded like
the gurgle of a beast suddenly strangled, and in the distance
the Great Ape roared like a jungle uprooted.

We reached an impenetrable marble wall smooth as the
shaven heads of priests. Kalarba tapped the ground with
his staff. The wall cracked in two. My legs prompted
me to run back, to hide, but the same strange power that
had drawn me so far, mastered me. I followed. The wall
closed behind me.

I dared not take another step, I dared not breathe.
Suddenly, as if a noon sun had burst through the barriers of
night, I was flooded in a sea of light. Kalarba had vanished,
and I was left in an immense hall, whose ceiling seemed to
reach the sky. Who were those great white giants that
surrounded me ? Would they descend from their pedestals
and crush me ? Was it their luminous bodies that spread
the light about me ?

I fell upon my face, and waited, motionless. The giants
did not stir. I rose, and on tiptoes approached one. I
touched His foot with my palm. The coolness delighted my
fevered hand Stone! Were there people of stone as well as
of flesh and blood ?